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PREFACE. 


The  success  that  has  attended  the  publication  o! 
the  "  Gentle  Annie  Melodist,'7  is  unprecedented ;  more 
than  thirty  thousand  copies  have  already  been  dis- 
posed of,  and  from  present  indications,  the  sale  will 
undoubtedly  reach  one  hundred  thousand  copies 
within  one  year  prom  the  day  op  publication 

Encouraged  by  this  success,  the  publishers  have 
repared  another  work  of  the  same  character,  and 
earing  the  same  name,  and  they  take  pleasure  in  pre- 
senting it  to  the  public  as  the  "  Singers'  Pocket  Com- 
panion." 

Great  care  has  been  taken  to  select  the  very  best 
songs  for  all  occasions ;  and  it  is  believed  that  the  se- 
lection, embracing  as  it  does,  favorite  sentimental  Songs 
and  Ballads,  choice  Songs  from  the  Operas,  Songs  of 
the  Sea,  Songs  of  the  Camp,  Comic  Songs,  etc.,  etc., 
will  meet  with  general  favor. 

Persons  desiring  any  of  the  songs  with  piano-forte 
accompaniment  can  obtain  them  at  the  music  stores,  or 
of  the  undersigned,  who  will  send  them  by  mail,  post 
age  paid,  on  receipt  of  the  marked  price. 

FIRTH,  POND  &  CO., 

547  Broadway,  New  York. 

Music  sent  by  mail  to  any  address,  postage  pai4 
where  the  market  price  is  remitted. 


Entered  according  to  Act  of  Congress,  A.  D.  1859, 
By  FIRTH,  POND  &  Co. 
in  the  Clerk's  office  of  th*  U.  S.  District  Court  for  the 
Southern  District  of  New  York. 
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Vis  -  ions    in   num  -  bers         Cheer     thy  young  heart. 


Dream  on  while  bright  hours  And   fond  hopes  re-main, 
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Bloom-ing  like  smil  -  ing  bowr's  For  thee,  El  -  len  Bayne. 
Chorus. 
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Gen  -  tie    slum-bers   o'er  thee  glide,  Breams  of  beau 


round  thee  bide,  While  I  linger  by  thy  side,  Sweet  Ellen  Bayne. 

2  Dream  not  in  anguish,  dream  not  in  fear, 
Love  shall  not  languish,  fond  ones  are  near, 
Sleeping  or  waking,  in  pleasure  or  pain, 

Warm  hearts  will  beat  for  thee*  sweet  Ellen  Bayne 

3  Scenes  that  have  vanished,  smile  on  thee  now, 
Pleasures  once  banished,  play  round  thy  brow, 
Forms  long  departed,  greet  tbee  again, 
Soothing  thy  dreaming  heart,  sweet  Ellen  Bayne. 


Words  by  Jefferyi  Music  by  Stephen  Glover. 
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You  speak   of  sun  -  ny  skies  to     me —  Of 
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me  -   lo  -  dy     From  leaf  and  bloom  -  ing  flower  ;  And 
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you  may  prize  those  far     off  skies,  But  tempt  not  me  to 
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roam  ;     In   sweet  con  -  tent    my  days  are  spent — Then 
3  ^  s 
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where  -  *ore  leave  my   home  ?      In  sweet  eon-tent'  my 


days  are  spent,   Then  where-fore    leave  my  home? 

2  You  tell  me  oft  of  rivers  bright, 

Where  golden  galleys  float ; 
But  have  you  seen  our  lakes  by  night, 

Or  sailed  in  Alpine  boat  ? 
You  speak  of  lands  where  hearts  and  hands 

Will  greet  me  as  I  come, 
But  tho'  I  find  true  hearts  and  kind, 

They're  kinder  still  at  home.  etc. 

3  Had  you  been  rear'd  by  Alpine  hills, 

Or  lov'd  in  Alpine  dells, 
You'd  p^ze  like  me  our  mountain  rills» 

Nor  fear  the  torrent  swells : 
It  matters  not  how  drear  the  spot, 

How  proud  or  poor  the  dome, 
Love  still  retains  some  deathless  chains, 

That  binds  the  heart  to  home,  etc 
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I'd   of  -   fer   thee  this  hand  of  mine. 


If 
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I   could  love  thee   less,   But  hearts  as  warm  and  pure  as 
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thine  Should    nev    -  er     know   dis  -  tress. 


My 
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fortune    is    too  hard  for  thee,  'Twould  chill  thy  dearest 
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joy, 
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I'd 


rath   -  er  weep  to 


see 


thee 
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free, 


Than  win 


thee 


to 


de  -  stroy. 


2  I  leave  thee  in  thy  happiness, 

As  one  too  dear  to  love, 
As  one  I  think  of  but  to  bless, 

As  wretchedly  I  rove; 
But  oh  !  when  sorrow's  cup  I  drink, 

All  bitter  though  it  be, 
How  sweet  'twill  be  for  me  to  think 

It  holds  no  drop  for  thee. 

3  And  now  my  dreams  are  sadly  o'er, 

Fate  bids  them  all  depart, 
And  1  must  leave  my  native  shore 

In  brokenness  of  heart  ; 
Then  oh  !  dear  one,  when  far  from  thee 

I  ne'er  know  joy  again. 
I  would  not  that  one  thought  of  me 

Should  give  thy  bosom  paiu. 


8  ©ur  cfort  3&nWt  Burns* 

Words  by  A  If  red  B.  Street.  Music  by  Henry  1  uctrer. 
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Dear  Sco  -  tia,  tho'  far    from  thy  heath- coy  -  ered 
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hills,     Thy   glens  wide-ly  wind  -  ing,     thy  mu  -  sic-al 
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rills,  Thy  highlands  where  na-ture  looks  grand  from  her 
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throne.  Thy  low-lands  that  beau-ty   has  claim'd  for  her 
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own. 


We     see      thee      a    -   gain        eye  -  ry 
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fea  -  ture      re  -  turns,     As    we      sing      the  sweet 
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songs       of    our      own     Rob  -  bie   Burns,    As  we 
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sing   the  sweet  songs  of     our    own    Rob  -  bie  Burns. 

l2  Though  we  tread  with  affection  fair  liberty's  earth, 
How  deeply  we  love  thee  thou  land  of  our  birth  ; 
Dear  land  of  our  birth,  shall  we  cease  to  retain  ^ 
Our  fondness  ?  no  !  never  while  life  shall  remain, 
But  warmer  each  bosom  with  tenderness  yearns, 
As  we  sing  the  sweet  songs  of  our  own  Robbie  Burns", 
As  we  sing,  etc. 

3  Oh,  Burns  !  Robbie  Burns,  haughty  man  on  thee  frowned, 
Yet  thy  brow  by  man's  Maker  sublimely  was  crowned ; 


OUR  OWN  ROBBIE  BURNS. 

Though  rank  pave  no  gauds,  and  keen  poverty  stvng, 
I  low  noble,  how  lofty,  the  strains  from  thy  tongue  ; 
Enraptured  each  bosom  false  dignity  spurns, 
As  we  s^ng  the  sweet  songs  of  our  own  Robbie  Burns. 

As  we  sing,  etc. 
Chorus. 
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1    We  see  thee    a  -  gain,  every  fea-ture  returns,  As  we 

Tenor 
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2    But  warmer  each  bosom  with  tenderness  yearns  As  we 
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3    Enraptured  each  bo-som  false  dig  -  ni  -  ty  spurns  As  we 
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sing     the  sweet  songs  of   our  own    Rob-bie  Burns,  As  we 


sing     the  sweet  songs  of   our  own    Rob-bie  Burns,  As  we 


sing     the  sweet  soDgs,  &c. 


Sing    tlie  sweet  songs    of     our    own  Rob  -  bie  Burns. 
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Sing    the  sweet  songs    of    our   own    Rob  -  bie  Burns. 
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3E  sn  In  still  in  m%  Dnam*. 

Words  and  Music  by  S.  C.  Foster. 
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While 
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the  flow'rs   bloom   in   glad  -  ness,  and 
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spring  birds  rejoice,  There's  a  void    in  our  house-hold  of 
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one    gen  -  tie  voice.  The  form    of      a     lov'd    one  hath 
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passed  from  the  light,  But  the  sound  of  her  foot  -  fall  re  - 
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turns  with  the  night ;    For    I  see 
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her  still 


in  my 
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dreams,      I  see    her    still     in   my  dreams,    Tho'  her 
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smiles  have  de-part  -  ed     from   the  mea-dows  and 
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streams.      I    see    her    still    in     my  dreams. 
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see 


her  still  in 
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my  dreams,  Tho'  her  smiles    have  de 
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part  -  ed   from    the  mea-dows     and     the  streams. 

2  Though  her  voice  once  familiar  hath  gone  from  the  day, 
And  her  smiles  from  the  sunlight  have  faded  away, 
Though  I  wake  to  a  scene  now  deserted  am1  bit-alL 
J'i  my  visions  1  find  the  lost  form  that  1  seek  ; 
.For  I  see  her  still,  etc. 
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Words  by  E.  J.  Allen.  ,    Music  by  J.  De'Ruver. 


I'm  sit-ting   to-day  in  the  old  play-ground, Where 


you   and   I    have  sat     so   oft      to-geth  -  er ; 


I'm 
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thinking  of  the  joys  when  you  and   I    were  boys,  In  those 


S: 


mer  -   ry  days   now  gone,   John,  for  -  ev  -  er. 


'Twas 


here   we   sat     in   the   mer-ry    old  -  en   time,  And  we 
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dream'd   of    the   wide  world  be  - 

fore   us,       And  our 
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vis  -  ions   and  hopes   of  the   com-ing  time,    Were  as 


bright  as    the     sun    which  shone   o'er  us. 

O'er  this  threshold,  John,  we  passed  forlorn, 

To  wander  we  knew  not  where 
The  heaven  we  thought  so  bright  was  o'ershadowed  by  night 

And  the  pathway  lay  dark  and  drear. 
But  I'm  sitting  to  day  in  the  old  play  ground, 

Where  you  and  I  have  sat  so  oft  together ; 
And  these  memories  wild,  have  made  me  a  child, 

As  in  those  merry  days  now  gone,  John,  forever. 


12  ©  fctea,  Jut  ntbtr  3WL 

Won&  fry  S.  S.  Steele.  Music  by  Frederick  Bucllcf. 


When  love  grows  warm  there  is     a   charm,  And 
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oft 


a      sa  -  cred  bliss,   When  fond  hearts  greet  for 


lips  to 
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meet    In   sweet   af  -  fee  -  tion's  kiss  ;  But 


to    re  -  veal  the  sa 


cred  seal  Which  hal  -  lows  it 


so 


fa 


well,      May  quench  love's  flame  with  breath  of  phame,  So 

^  Chorus. 
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kiss,  but    nev  -  er 


tell. 


Oh,  kiss,  but   nev  -  er 
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tell,   oh     ne  -  ver  !  Breathing  breaks  the  spell, 


True 
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lovers  pledged  to  keep  for  ev  -  er,  Kiss,  but  nev  -  er  tell. 

2  At  night,  when  eyes  like  stars  beam  bright, 
And  kindred  souls  commune, 
And  heart  to  heart  love's  vows  impart 

Beneath  the  smiling  moon ; 
At  such  an  hour  of  magic  power, 
What  hallow'd  raptures  dwell, 
In  each  true  breast  by  honor  blest, 
To  kiss,  and  never  tell. 

Then  kiss  but  never  tell,  etc. 


Wards  by  Charles  Jefferys, 


Music  by  Stcplten  Glover. 
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Meek  and  low  -  ly,  pure  and   ho  -  ly,  Chief  a 
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mong   the  '  bles  -  sed  three,'  Turn  -  ing  sad  -  ness   in  -  to 
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glad  -  ness,  Heav'n-born  art  thou,  Cha  -  ri  -  ty  !        Pi  ty 
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heart,   Gen-tle  thoughts  a  -  lone  can  sway  thee,  Judgment 


hath    in  thee     no     part.  Meek  and  low  -  ly,   pure  and 
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ho  -  ly,  Chief    among    the    '  blessed    three,'  Turning 
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sadness  in  -  to    gladness,  Heav'nborn  art  thou,  CharV.j 

2  Hoping  ever,  failing  never, 

Tho'  deceived,  believing  still: 
Long  abiding,  all  confiding, 

To  thy  heav'nly  Father's  will : 
Never  weary  of  well-doing, 
Never  fearful  of  the  end  ; 
Claiming  all  mankind  as  brothers 

Thou  dost  all  alike  befriend, 
Meek  and  lowly,  pure  and  holy, 

Chief  among  the  "  blessed  three,*' 
Turning  sadness  into  gladness, 
Heav'n  born  art  thou,  Charity! 
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I  dreamt  that   I     dwelt  in   mar  -  ble  halls,  With 


vas  -  sals  and  serfs    at     my  side, 


And  of 
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all   who    as  -  sem  -  bled  with  -  in     those  walls  That 


was    the   hope  and 


pride, 
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rich  -  es    too      great     to    count — could  boast  Of 
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high    an  -  ces  -   tral    name,   But    I      al  -  so 


dreamt,  which  pleas'd  me  most, 


That  you  lov'd 
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me 


still  the  same,  that  you    lov'd  me,  you  lov'd   me  still  the 
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same,  That  you  lov'd  me,   You  lov'd   me    still  the  same. 

2  I  dreamt  that  suitors  sought  my  hand ; 
That  knights,  upon  bended  knees, 
And  with  vows  no  maiden  heart  could  withstand, 

They  rjledged  their  faith  to  me. 
And  I  dreamt  that  one  of  that  noble  host 
Came  forth  my  hand  to  claim  ; 
But  I  also  dreamt,  etc. 
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John  An  -  der  -  son,  my  jo, 


John,  when 
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Na-  ture  first  be 
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gan 


To     try    her     can  -  ny 


hand,   John,     her  mas  -  ter  -  work  was    man ;  And 
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you     a-mang  them  a'      Joha,  so  trig  from  top  to 
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She         prov'd  to 
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jour  -  ney-work,  John   An  -  der  -  son,   my  jo. 

2 

John  Anderson,  my  jo  John,  ye  were  my  first  conceit, 
I  think  nae  shame  to  own,  John,  I  lo'ed  ye  ear'  and  late: 
They  say  ye're  turning  auld,  John,  and  what  though  it  be  so, 
Ye're  ay  the  same  kind  man  to  me,  John  Anderson  my  jo. 

,  3 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  when  we  were  first  aquaint, 
Your  locks  were  like  the  raven,  your  bonny  brow  was  brent, 
But  now  your  brow  is  bald,  John,  your  locks  are  like  the 
snow, 

Yet,  blessings  on  your  frosty  pow,  John  Anderson  my  jo 

4 

John  Anderson,  my  jo,  John,  we  clamb  the  hill  thegither, 
And  mony  a  canty  day,  John,  we've  had  wi'ane  anither ; 
Now  we  maun  totter  down,  John,  but  hand  in  hand  we'll  go, 
And  sleep  thegither  at  the  foot,  John  Anderson  my  jo. 
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Words  by  Charles  Mackay.  Music  by  Henry  Russed- 
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Cheer  !  boys,  cheer  !  no  more  of  i  -  die  sor  -  r:>w, 
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Courage,    true  hearts  shall  bear     us  on 


our  way, 
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Hope  points  be  -  fore,    and  shows  the  bright  to  -  mor  -  row, 


Let   us    for  -  get    the  d  ark  -  ness  of       to  -  day  ;  So 
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fare  -  well  England, 

much   as     we  niay   love  thee, 
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AVe'll  dry   the  tears    that    we   have  shed    be  -  fore. 


 1          _> — 1] 

1 — *v      S  .  _    -  -> 

 al  - ^  6v  »- 

\Yhy  should  we  weep  to  sail   in  search  of  for-tune  ?  So 

r7s 


Id 


^  ^ 


fare  -  well,  England,  Fare-well  for  -  ev  -  er  -  more  ! 
Chorus. 


 ^ 


Cheers  boys,  cheer  !  for   coun  -  try,  moth  -  er    coun  -  try, 


3 


§  X  S=zi 


Cheer!  boys,  ci  eer  !  the     wil  -    ling  strong    right  hand. 


CHEER,  BOYS,  CHEER 
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f     1  1 

1       1  M 

F  w  

 W      "       *  -•— d 

1  ™L 

Cheer !  boys,  cheer!  there's  wealth  for  hon  -  est 


la  -  bor, 


s 


Cheer  !  boys,  cheer !  for    the  new  and   hap  -  py  land. 

2  Cheer !  boys,  cheer  !  the  steady  breeze  is  blowing 

To  float  us  freely  o'er  the  ocean's  breast, 
The  world  shall  follow  in  the  tracks  we're  going, 

The  star  of  Empire  glitters  in  the  west. 
Here  we  had  toil  and  little  to  reward  it, 

But  there  shall  plenty  smile  upon  our  pain ; 
And  ours  shall  be  the  prairie  and  the  forest, 

And  boundless  meadows,  ripe  with  golden  grain. 
Cheer  !  boys,  cheer !  for  country,  mother  country, 

Cheer  !  boys,  cheer  !  united  heart  and  hand, 
Cheer  !  boys,  cheer  !  there's  wealth  for  honest  labor, 

Cheer  !  boys,  cheer  I  for  the  new  and  happy  land. 


©ft  Bo*  »arii$* 


Charles  White. 


Now  white  folks  I'll  sing  you    a      dit  -  tyr 


I'se      from  home,     but  dat's 


no 


pi  -  ty. 


Oh,  to  praise  ray  -  self      it  am    a     shame,  But 


Rob  -  ert  Rid 


ley 


is 


my 


name. 
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OLD  BOB  RIDLEY. 


Ch<rnx. 


0  Bob  Kid-ley  ho,   Oh    Bob    Rid-ley  ho,  Oh, 


1  F — m  


t 


0   Bob  Rid-ley  ho,    Oh  Bob    Rid  ley  ho,  Oh, 


— ^f-& — U  Fi  ._5z— + 


i 


Bob  Rid-ley!  Oh!!  oh!! Oh,  Rob    ert    Rid-ley,  ho. 


Bob  Rid  -  ley !  Oh !!  oh !!  Oh,  Rob  -  ert    Rid  -  ley,  ho. 


2  Oh,  white  folks,  I  have  cross'd  de  mountains, 
How  many  miles  I  didn't  count  'em, 

Oh,  I'se  left  de  folks  at  de  old  plantation, 
'And  come  down  here  for  my  education. 
Oh  !  Bob  Ridley  ho,  etc. 

3  De  first  time  dat  I  ever  got  a  lickin', 
'Twas  down  at  de  forks  ob  de  cotton  pickin, 
Oh  !  it  made  me  dance,  it  made  me  tremble. 
I  golly  it  made  my  eye-balls  jingle, 

Oh!  Bob  Ridley  ho,  etc. 

4  New  York  city  am  a  mighty  fine  one, 
For  beauty  and  location  it  aint  behind  'em, 


Oh  !  de  ladies  all  look  so  sweet  and  gidley, 
"Wonder  dey  don't  fall  in  love  wid  Gld  Bob 
Oh !  Bob  Ridley  ho,  etc. 


Ridley. 


QHjt  I<m#,  Ions  fotarg  ©ag.  19 

German  Melody. 


The  long,  long  wea  -  ry  day    is  pass'd  in 


ft 


tears    a  -  way,  The  long,  long  wea  -  ry  day  is  pass'd  in 


SQ5 


tears    a  -  way.      And  still      at    evening  I 


am 


,  1  *  :  1 

— * — * — r  q» 

— p  f=  , 

 5 

*  *  fc  ^ 

u    

i  *  p|  

weeping,  When  from  my    window's  height,  I    look  out 


m 


on   the  night,  I    still    am  weep  -  ing.  My  lone  watch 


—   h  w — s» — 1* 

*  v=* 


b*  fr* 


keep  -  ing,  When  from  my  win  -  dow's  height,  I  look  out 


it   »   -J-   *  -J- 

on  Vie  night,  I  still  am  weeping,  My  lone  watch  keeping, 

J):  2  When  I,  his  truth  to  prove, 
Would  trifle  with  my  love,  i  \ 
He'd  say  44  for  me  thou  shalt  be  woeping, 
|  j:  When  at  some  future  day, 
I  shall  be  far  away; 
Thou  shalt  be  weeping, 
Thy  lone  watch  keeping. 

|  f:  3  Alas  !  if  land  or  sea 

Had  parted  him  from  me,  ^  I 
1  would  not  these  sad  tears  be  weeping, 
J  j:  But  hope  he'd  come  once  more, 


THE  LONG,  LONG  WEAKT  DAY. 

And  love  me  as  before, 
And  say  "  cease  weeping, 
Thy  lone  watch  keeping — | 

\  j:  4  But  he  is  dead  and  gone  ! 

Whose  heart  was  mine  alone—  3| 
And  now  for  him  I'm  ever  weeping, 
)|s  His  face  I  ne'er  shall  see, 
And  nought  is  left  to  mo, 
But  bitter  weeping, 
My  lone  watch  keeping !  i  \ 


3&ttunts.— Now  bst  art  ffitt. 


Now  we  are  met       let  mirth    a  -  bound ; 


t 


And  let  the  catch, 


And  let  the  catch, 


and  toast  go  round, 


and  toast  go 


1 


Now 


we  are  met 


let    mirth  a 


bound. 


5 


■J    J  J 


1  

go  round. 


and  let  the  catch  and  toast 


• 

F  

r — & — 

f 

+ — 

1  _j  L 

it 

round,     let  the  catch      and    toast     go  round. 


Qftt  pilot. 


Wards  by  T.  H.  Bayley. 
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Music  by  S.  Nelson. 


=t —  — ^ 

L^__^  J  1 

Oh !  Pi  -l<yt !  'tis     a    fear  -  ful  night,  There's 


dan-ger  on 

the 

dee 

p,      I'll  come  and  pace  the 

4- 


~ — 1 — — it' 


deck  with  thee,  I  do 


not    dare      to     sleep.  Go 


down !  (he  sai 


lor  eriec 


A— 


eried,      go  down,  This 


4- 


3 


is 


no    place    for     thee ;      Fear  not !  but  trust  in 


1  /7\  1 

£  •L-nr — J  2- 

-.  jfci  1  1  

s 

| — J  .  ^  J  ■! — 3 

Fzov  -  i  -  dence,  Where  -  ev  -  er  thou  may'st  be. 

2  Ah  !  pilot,  dangers  often  met 

We  all  are  apt  to  slight, 
And  thou  hast  known  th^se  raging  waves. 

But  to  subdue  their  might ; 
It  is  not  apathy,  he  cried, 

That  gives  this  strength  to  me : 
Fear  not,  etc. 

3  On  such  a  night,  the  sea  engulph'd, 

My  father's  lifeless  form  ; 
My  only  brother's  boat  went  down 

In  just  so  wild  a  storm; 
And  such,  perhaps,  may  be  my  fate, 

But  still  I  say  to  thee, 
Fear  not,  etc. 


22 


Down     in      the  cane  -  brake,  close  by  the 


i 


mill, 


There  lived 


a 


yel  -   low   girl,  her 


Si: 


name  was  Nan  -  cy  Till ; 


She   knew  that 


lov'd  her,    she  knew    it  long,  I'm  going  to  ser  -  e  - 

a — _£=f=^l — 


t 


nade  her,    and  I'M 

Cftorws. 

—J  


sing      this  song. 


Come,   love,  come,     the    boat     lies  low, 


She 


3 


+ 


Come,  love,  come,    the    boat      lies  low, 


She 


■*. — i- 


 1  r  


lies    high  and   dry       on    the     0    -    hi  •  o , 


3 


mm 


lies    high  and   dry       on    the     0  -    hi  •  o ; 


it 


NANCY  TILL. 
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J  J 


3 


5 


i 


Come,   love,  come,  wont  you    go      a  -  long  with  me, 


Come,   love,  come,  wont  you    go      a  -  long  with  me, 


i  


/7\ 


TT1 


3-  i 


rn 


take  you  down 


to    Ten  -  nes 

A  ,_ 


-  see. 


3: 


I'll 


take  you    down     to    Ten  -  nes 


see* 


2  Open  the  window,  love,  O  do, 

And  listen  to  the  music  I'm  playing  for  you; 
The  whisp'rings  of  love,  so  soft  and  low, 
Harmonize  my  voice  with  the  old  banjo. 
Come  love,  come,  etc. 

3  Softly  the  casement  begins  for  to  rise — 
The  stars  are  a  shining  above  in  the  skies; 
The  moon  is  declining  behind  yonder  hill 
Reflecting  its  rays  on  you,  my  Nancy  Till. 

Come  love,  come,  etc. 

4  Farewell  love,  I  must  now  away, 

I've  a  1/  ng  way  to  travel  before  the  break  of  day 
But  the  next  time  I  come,  be  ready  lovo,  to  go, 
A  sailing  on  the  banks  of  the  Ohio. 
Come  love  come.  etc. 


4  Sli  filoom  tjff  on  tit  &$t. 

Words  by  Edward  Fitzball  Music  by  Henry  R.  Bishop. 


§§§§ 


My  pret  -  ty  Jane !  my  pret-ty   Jane....  Ah, 


us  -  ver, 


r- 


ne  -  ver   look  so 


2= 


shy, 


But 


✓7\ 


meet  me,  meet  me    in     the   eye  -  ning,  While  the 


spring  is 

/7\ 


/7\ 
fr 


wa  -  ning  fast. . . .  my 

/7S 


love, 


The 


22 


corn      is    in       the  ear,     The  summer   nights  are 


com  -  ing,  love,      The      moon  shines  bright  and 


clear ; 


Then      pret  -  ty 


Jane, 


my 


1 


Jit 


dear  -  est  Jane,  Ah!   ne  -  ver  look    so  shy, 


But 


meet  me,  meet  me  in  the   eve  -  ning,  While 


THE  BLOOM  IS  ON  THE  RYE. 


25 


bloom 


is 


on 


the 


rye. 


2  But  name  the  day,  the  wedding  day 
And  I  will  buy  the  ring-, 
The  lads  and  maids  in  favors  white, 

And  village  bells,  and  village  bells  shall  ring 
The  spring  is  waning,  etc. 


33rautiful  Vtniti.—Mntt 

Written  by  J.  E.  Carpenter.  Arranged  from  J,  P.  KnighU 


rges 
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=t=± 
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Beau 

.  ti- 

ful 

ve 

■  nice ! 

Ci  -  ty 

of  song,  What 

•")*-.  "f 

— 1  fc— 

-ta- 

—i— 

— i  

mem'  -  ries  of  old   to  thy   re  -   gions  be  -  long,  What 


atsac 


sweet    re  -  col  -  lec  -  tions  cling     to  my  heart  As  thy 


1     N  ] 
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BEAUTIFUL  VENICE. 


 1  1*  <0  J— ; — J — p  

— 1 — |  1 — i — ^— j 

fast     fading  shores  from  my 

ba>  -  1    U  ° 

visions    de   -   part ;  Oh ! 

 TjS-Z 

 1  

X  -J — *  -|  _ 

=1  J  1*— 1 — —4—*  

s 


po  -  e  -  sy's  home  is   thy  light  colonnades,  Where  the 


WTr 


4= 


winds  gent-ly  sigh    as  the  sweet  twilight  fades.  I  have 


3F 


known  ma  -  ny  homes,  but  the  dwell-ing     for  me 


4  I* 


^7? 


beau  -  ti  -  ful  Ve  -  nice  the  bride  of  the    sea,  Is 


>- 


5 


beau    ti  -  ful  Ve  -  nice,  the  bride      of    the    sea  ! 


BEAUTIFUL  VENICE. 
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zwz: 


3fc 


-U    I       I  z 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful     Venice,      beau  -  ti  -  ful  Venice, 


Beau  -ti  -  ful  Ve  -  nice,  the  bride      of    the     sea ! 


-«f  .  ^  .J. 


^ — ^- 


Beau  -  ti  -  ful    Venice !      beau  -  ti  -  ful  Venice  ! 


teg: 


T 

Beau  -  ti .-  ful   Venice,   the  bride  of 

rss 


the  sea. 


3^ 


: =t — p*- 


Beautiful  Venice !  Queen  of  the  earth, 
Where  dark  eyes  shine  brightly,  'mid  music  and  mirth  4 
Where  gay  serenaders  by  light  of  the  star, 
Oft  mingle  their  songs  with  the  dulcet  guitar  : 
All  that's  lovely  in  life,  all  that's  deathless  in  song. 
Fair  Italy's  Isles,  to  thy  regions  belong, 
I  have  known,  etc. 
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St*  Jklloto  Host  of  fEtia*. 
>,.    .    .  i        >.    .    .  g 


By  J.  IT. 


i 


There's  a     yel  -  low  rose  in    Tex  -  as 


that 


I     am  going  to  see,  No  oth  -  er  darkey  knows  her,  no 


Si 


dar  -  key  on  -  ly  me  ;  She  cried  so  when  I    left  her,  it 


like      to     broke  my  heart,  And 


if 


ev  -  er 


5 


I 


find  her, 
Chorus* 


we    nev  -  er    more   will  part. 


She's  the  sweetest  rose  of  co-lor    this  darkey  ever  knew,  Her 


s 


She's  the  sweetest  rose  of  co-lor    this  darkey  ever  knew,  Her 


il 


N  N 


MZZ* 


eyes  are  bright  as  diamonds,  they  sparkle  like  the  dew,  You  may 


•fr-ft 


eyes  are  bright  as  diamonds,  they  sparkle  like  the  dew,  You  may 


Hi 


— * 


THE  YELLOW  ROSE  OF  1EXAS. 


29 


 r  k  K  
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•  m 

-4 

talk  a-bout  your  Dearest  May,  and  sing  of  Ro  -  sa  Lee,  But  the 


s — hi 


talk  a-bout  your  Dearest  May,  and  sing  of  Ro  -  sa  Lee,  But  the 


•  # 

•  *^  m 

.  1 

# 

— - — g) — 

yel  -  low  rose  of    Tex-as  beats  the  belles  of  Ten-nes-see. 


yel  -  low  rose  of    Tex-as  beats  the  belles  of  Ten-nes-see. 


*  s  i»>  h: 

' — J  * 


Where  the  Bio  Grande  is  flowing,  and  the  starry  skies  are 
bright, 

She  walks  along  the  river  in  the  quiet  summer  night ; 
She  thinks  if  I  remember,  when  we  parted  long  ago, 
I  promis'd  to  come  back  again,  and  not  to  leave  her  so. 


Oh  !  now  I'm  going  to  find  her,  for  my  heart  is  full  of  woo, 
And  we'll  sing  the  song  together,  that  we  sung  so  long  ago; 
We'll  play  the  banjo  gaily,  and  we'll  sing  the  songs  of  yore, 
And  the  yellow  rose  of  Texas  shall  be  mine  forever  more. 


80 


J.  Blewitt. 


Have  you  e'er    been   in     love,  it 


you 


— f — h — 

s  hs  

#  N  1 

*  *  - 

s — l 

* — » — * 

*  m 

 , 

1  1 

— s 

have- n't    I    have,  To    the    migh-ty     god  Koo -pid,  I've 


been  a  great  thlave,  He    thot  in      my    bu  -  thorn  a 


m 


qui  -  ver    of     har-rows,  Like  naughty  boys  thoot  at  cock 


*  

m 

Jf>  (■       •  ^  

-k  *  *  1? 

-  ■  *      — * 

 1 

«*  

ro  -  bins  and  thparrows.  My  heart  was  as    pure  as  the 


white  a  -  la  -  bathter, 


Till  Koo-  pid  my  bu-  thorn  weak 


r— — £  1 

m — p — 

—J— J 

i — «i — , 

* — 1 

— i 

^ — 

p* — 

did    o  -  ver  mathter  ;  Then  ye  Gods  on  -  ly  know  how  I 


m — a — 

 $  ■ 

• — v — w  w — ■  J  m....  'g.   1 



— tf — S— t 

lov'd  one  Mith  Ju  -  lia,  There  was  thomething  a-bout  her  tho 

Spoken. 


we  -  ry   pe-cooliar  !  j  Wery,  wery  pecooliar,  wery  )   There  was 

(  pecooliar,  indeed  !  ] 


1 


tlnmetlring  a  -  bout  her  tho   we  -  ry    pe  -  koo -liar. 


WERY  PECOOLIAR.  31 
9 

We  met  first  at  a  ball  where  our  hands  did  entwine, 
And  I  did  thqueedge  her  finger  and  she  did  thqueedgo  mine; 
To  be  her  next  partner,  I  wentured  to  preth  her, 
And  I  found  that  she  lithp'd  when  she  anther' d  me  "  yeth 
thir" 

Now,  in  lithping,  I  think  there  is  thomething  uncommon, 
I  love  in  pertiklar  a  lithp  in  a  ooman, 
I'm  thure  you'd  have  liked  the  lithp  of  Mith  Julia. 
There  was  thomething  about  it  tho  wery  pekooliar 

(Spoken.)  Wery  pekooliar  !  wery  pekooliar  indeed ! 
There  was  thomething  about  it  tho  wery  pekooliar  I 

3 

Like  a  beautiful  peach  was  the  cheek  of  my  Julia, 
And  then  in  her  eye  there  was  thomething  pekooliar ; 
Speaking  wolumes,  it  darted  each  glance  to  one's  man\  w 
As  thwift  and  as  keen  as  the  wicked  boy's  harrow 
A  thlight  catht  in  her  eye  to  her  looks  added  wiggor, 
A  catht  in  the  eye  often  tends  to  disfigure, 
But  not  tho  the  catht  in  the  eye  of  Mith  Julia, 
There  was  thomething  about  it  tho  wery  pekooliar! 

(Spoken  )  Wery  pekooliar  I  wery  pekooliar  indeed  ! 
There  was  thomething  about  it  tho  wery  pekooliar ! 

4  (tears, 
Good  friends  were  we  thoon  and  midst  thmiles  and  midst 
I  courted  her  nearly  for  three  or  four  years  ; 
I  took  her  to  plays  and  to  balls— oh  ye  powers  ! 
How  thweetly  and  thwiftly  did  then  path  my  hours  ! 
But  once,  oh  e'en  now,  I  my  feelingths  cant  thmother ; 
She  danced  all  the  evening  along  with  another, 
I  didn't  thay  nothing  that  night  to  Mith  Julia, 
But  I  couldn't  help  thinking  'twas  wery  pekooliar ! 

(Spoken.)  Wery  pekooliar !  wery  pekooliar  indeed,  thir 
Yeth,  I  couldn't  help  thinking  'twas  wery  pekooliar  1 

5 

I  went  next  day  to  thcold,  when  she  to  my  heart's  core, 
Cut  me  up  by  requethting  I'd  come  there  no  more ; 
And  I  thould  be  affronted  if  longer  I  tarried, 
For  next  week  to  another  she  was  to  be  married. 
"  Gods  !  Julia,"  thaid  I,  "  why  you  do  not  thay  tho." 
•*  Yeth,  but  I  do  thir,  tho  you'd  better  go." 
•*  Well,  I  thall  go,  but  surely  you'll  own  it.  Mith  Julia, 
Your  behavior  to  me  has  been  wery  pekooliar  !'' 

(Spoken.)  Wery  pekooliar!  wery  pekooliar  indeed,  Mith! 
wery  pekoolier ! 
Tho  from  that  day  to  this,  I  have  never  theen  Julia. 
Her  behavior  to  me  was  tho  wery  pekooliar  . 


32 


m 





m 


Come,    tune  your  voi  -  ces    com-  rades,  and 


m 


stand  up    in      a      row,  For    to    sing  -  ing  sen  -  ti  - 


-  men  -  tal  -  ly, 


we 


are  a 


bout  to 


go.     In     the       ar  -  my  there's  so  -  brie  -  ty,  pro 


*  mo  -  tion   ve  -  ry     slow,  So    we'll  sigh  our    re  -  mi  - 


•  ni  -  seen  -  ces     of       Ben  -  ny     Ha  -  vens,    Oh  1 


Chorus. 


S  U, 


Oh !        Ben  -  ny      Ha  - 


*5 


vens,    Oh ! 
N 


Oh! 


53 


5 


Oh  !        Ben  -  ny      Ha  -  yens,    Oh ! 


Oh! 


i 


BENNY  HAVENS.  33 


..  .           5    -p,  fs 

— *— 4  s 

Ben  -  ny    Ha  -  vens 

,  Oh !  We'll 

~%        %  '  -  9  — M 

Ltj?  ^  ' 

1  sigh  our  re  -  mi 

g   c   *  J 

 <•  0 — 

— f— C  £— g= 

Ben  -  ny    Ha  -  vens. 

,  Oh !  We'll 

-4*  1*  ^  «  

i  sigh  our    re  -  mi  • 

— p — g  r  i 

—A  ,  u~- 

7>       *       *  * — 

— M  p 

3^1 


nis  -  cen  -  ces    of      Ben  -  ny    Ha  -  vens,  Oh  ! 


~N  s 


9 


-  nis  -  cen  -  ces    of      Ben  -  ny    Ha  -  vens,  Oh  ! 


k  m 


Let  us  toast  our  foster  father  (the  Republic  as  you  know,) 
Who  in  the  paths  of  science  taught  us  upwards  for  to  go; 
And  then  the  maidens  of  our  land,  whose  cheeks  with 
roses  glow, 

Whose  smiles  and  tears,  were  sung  'mid  cheers  at  Bonny 
Havens  oh ! 


3 

To  the  ladies  of  the  Empire  State,  whose  hearts  and  albums 

too, 

Bear  sad  examples  of  the  wrongs  that  stripling  soldiers  do, 
We  bid  a  sad  adieu,  our  hearts  with  sorrow  overflow, 
Our  loves  and  rhymings  had  their  source  at  Benny  Ha- 
vens, oh  \ 


84 
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J.  r  C- 


F.  Art. 

up 


When  the  swal  -  lows  homewards  fly,   When  the 
h  i    l      ■  K 


5^5 


last. 


pale 


ro 


ses 


die ; 


When  the 


Night-in  -  gale  with  cries  To 


the 


Night-in  -  gale   re  - 


plies, 


i  I      -  u  ^  i  1      u»  £ 

Asks  my    heart  with  pain-ful    start,  Asks  my 

— i.  •* —    ^  o  *" 


1*  •  ft*  I* 
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heart  with  pain-ful    start,     Shall  we 

-f2  r- '  ^ 


nev  -  er 


meet, 


a  -  -  -  gam? 

: — ^    5*  i  ig- 


Part  -  ing ! 


oh 
3C 
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part  -  ing,  part -ing    is  pain, 


Part  -  ing !  oh 


ju  p_ 

» — s  
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■  1 

&  

part  -   ing,      part  -  ing       is  pain. 

2  When  the  swans  their  feathers  plume 
For  the  land  where  myrtles  bloom, 
When  the  evening  red  grows  dim, 
And  the  woods  in  shadows  swim, 
Asks  my  heart,  etc. 

Oh  poor  heart,  what  e'er  befall, 

There  is  rest  for  thee  and  all, 

That  on  earth  which  fades  away, 

Comes  again  in  bright  array. 
Know  my  heart,  though  keen  the  smart, 
We  shall  some  day  meet  again, 
If  parting  and  absence  be  sorrow  and  pain. 


S5 


5 


Loud  roar'd  the    dread  -  ful  thun  -  der,  The 


clouds  were  rent    a  -  sun  -  der  By  lightning's  vi   .  vid 


pow'rs,  The  night  both  drear  and 


dartc, 


Our 


poor 


ded  bark, 

1 


next  day,  there  she 


m 


i 


t 


lay,     In     the      bay      of    Bis  -cay  0! 

2  Now  dash'd  upon  the  billow, 

Our  op' ning-  timbers  creak, 
Each  fears  a  wat'ry  pillow, 

None  stop  the  dreadful  leak ; 
To  cling  to  slipp'ry  shrouds, 
Each  breathless  seaman  crowds, 
As  she  lay, 
'Till  the  day, 
In  the  Bay  of  Biscay,  O  ! 

3  At  length  the  wish'd  for  morrow, 

Broke  thro'  the  hazy  sky, 
Absorb' d  in  silent  sorrow, 

Each  heaved  the  bitter  sigh. 
The  dismal  wreck  to  view, 
Struck  horror  to  the  crew, 
As  she  lay, 
On  that  day, 
In  the  Bay  of  Biscay  O I 
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BAY  OP  BISCAY,  0. 

4  Her  yielding  timbers  sever, 
Her  pitchy  seams  are  rent, 
When  heav'n,  all  bounteous  ever. 

Its  boundless  mercy  sent ; 
A  sail  in  sight  appears, 
We  hail  her  with  three  cheers. 
Now  we  sail, 
With  the  gale, 
From  the  Bay  of  Biscay  O, 

N 


8.  Lovef. 
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Wi-  daw  Ma  -chree  'tis  no 


won-der  you  frown, 


I 


Och 


hone ! 


Wi  -  dow    Ma  -  chree 1  Faith  it 


J*  J* 


ru  -  ins    your  looks  that  same     dir  -  ty    black  gown, 
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Och 


hone ! 


"Wi  •  dow    Ma  -  chree I 


How 


t=j 
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l  -  ter'd  3 
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rour  < 
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lir,  With  that  close  cap  you  w 

ear, 

'Tis  de 

^ — 
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stroy-ing  your  hair,  That  should  be  flow-ing  free.  Be  no 


long-er      a     churl  Of    its    black  silk -en  carl, 

J  J=== 


Och 


hone  1 


Wi  -  dow    Ma  -  chree. 


WIDOW  MACHREE 
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2  Widow  Machree,  now  the  Bummer  is  come, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
When  everything  smiles,  should  a  beauty  look  glum, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
See  the  birds  go  in  pairs, 
And  the  rabbits  and  hares, 
Why,  even  the  bears  now 

In  couples  agree, 
And  the  mute  little  fish, 
Tho'  they  can't  spake,  they  wish, 

Och  hone,  widow  Machree. 

&  Widow  Machree,  and  when  winter  comes  in, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
To  be  poking  the  fire  all  alone  is  a  sin, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
Why,  the  shovel  and  tongs 
To  each  other  belongs, 
And  the  kettle  sings  songs 

Full  of  family  glee ; 
While  alone  with  your  cup, 
Like  a  hermit  you  sup, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree. 

4  And  how  do  you  know,  with  the  comforts  I've  towld, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
But  you're  keeping  some  poor  fellow  out  in  the  cowld, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
With  such  sins  on  your  head, 
Sure  your  peace  would  be  fled, 
Could  you  sleep  in  your  bed, 

Without  thinking  to  see 
Some  ghost  or  some  sprite, 
That  would  wake  you  each  night, 

Crying,  och  hone !  widow  Machree, 

5  Then  take  my  adviee,  darling  widow  Machree, 

Och  hone  !  widow  Machree, 
And  with  my  advice,  faith  I  wish  you'd  take  me, 

Och  hone !  widow  Machree, 
Y<5u'd  have  me  to  desire, 
ALd  to  stir  up  the  fire , 
And  sure,  hope  is  no  liar. 

In  whispering  to  me, 
That  the  ghosts  would  depart, 
When  you'd  be  near  my  heart, 

Och  hone !  widow  Machree. 


38      ®omt  3lan&Ior&s  fill  £our  flotomjj  Bofo*, 

Chorus. 


Come  land-lords  fill  your  flow  -  ing  bowl,  Un 


3p 


Come  land-lords  fill   your  flow  -  ing  bowl,  Un 


til 


it    doth    run  o  -  ver,  Come,  landlords,  fill  your 


til     it     doth  run  o  -  Yer,  Come,  landlords,   fill  your 


mm 


flow  -  ing  bowl,   Un  -  til      it   doth  run     o  -  rer, 


flow  -  ing  bowl,   Un  -  til      it    doth  run 


yer, 


COME,  LANDLORDS  BILL. 
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For      to  night    we'll      mer  -  ry,   mer  -  ry  be, 


:g  g  g: 


For 


to  night    we'll      mer  -  ry,   mer  -  ry  be, 


J— 

For     to  night  we'll 
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merry,  mer-ry   be,  ] 
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ht  we'll 
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For     to  night  we'll 
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merry,  mer-ry  be,  ! 

For  to  nij 
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mer  -  ry,  mer-ry    be,     To  e 

aor  -  row  we'll  get 

sober. 
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mer  -  ry,  mer-ry    be,     To  %or  -  row  we'll  get  sober. 
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COME,  LANDLORDS  FILL. 


m 


The  man  that  drinks  good  whis-key  punch,  And 


goes   to     bed     mel  -  low,   The   man   that  drinks  good 


h   N — g| 
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whis-key  punch,  And  goes   to      bed      mel  -  low. 


lives      as    he  ought  to     live,  Lives 


as 


he 


 (•  m  w  
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ought  to  live,  Lives   as      he  ought  to    live,  And 

D.  C.  Cnorus, 


dies 


a 


cley  -  cr 


fel  -  low. 


The  man  that  drinks  cold  water  boys, 

And  goes  to  bed  sober, 
The  man  that  drinks  cold  water,  boys, 

And  goes  to  bed  sober, 
Falls  as  the  leaves  do  fall, 
Falls  as  the  leaves  do  fall, 
Falls  as  the  leaves  do  fall, 

And  dies  in  October. 

But  he  who  drinks  just  what  he  wants, 

And  getteth  "  haif  seas  over," 
But  he  who  drinks  just  what  he  wants, 

And  getteth  44  haif  seas  over," 
Will  live  until  he  dies,  perhaps, 
Will  live  until  he  dies,  perhaps, 
Will  live  until  he  dies,  perhaps, 
And  tl  3n  lay  down  in  clover. 
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WonZ*  by  Charles  Jefferys.  Music  by  Verdi. 
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have  sigh'd  to  rest. 
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r   r  r 


<ry  «~~.<Pr 
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me,         Deep...    in    the   qui  -  et  grave,. 

U 


Sigh'd  to 


rest 


me ;—  But  all 


in 


vain 


crave ; 


0 
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m. 
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fare, 


thee  well,  my  Le 


no  -  ra    fare  thee 
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well 


Ah! 


0 


have    sigh'd    for  rest. 
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Yet  all   in  vain  do    I  crave, 


0  fare. 


thse 


— =1 — 

* — 1 
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veil,  my    Le  -  o   -  no  -  ra,    fare  thee  well ! 

2  Out  of  the  love  I  bear  thee, 

Yield  I  my  life  for  thee, 
Wilt  thou  not  think,  wilt  thou  not  think  of  me? 
O  thiuk  of  me,  my  Leonora,  fare  thee  well  I 

Out  of  the  love  I  bear  thee, 

Yield  I  my  life  for  thee, 

Ah !  think  of  me,  ah !  think  of  me, 

My  Leonora,  fare  thee  well ! 

Tho'  I  no  more  behold  thee, 

Yet  is  thy  name  a  spell, 
Yet  is  thy  name,  yet  is  thy  name  a  spell, 
Cheering  my  last  lone  hour,  Leonora,  farewell. 


Words     Jefferys.  Music  by  Stephen  Glover. 
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Give  me     a      cot     in   the  val  -  ley 
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love,     a    tent  in     the   greenwood,     a  home  in  the 
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grove;     I   care   not  how  hum-ble,  for  hap  -  py  'twill 
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be,    If  one  faith-ful  heart  will  but  share  it  with  me. 

(3)  "  -p^-fc- 


Our  haunts  shall  be      Na  -  ture's  own 


=f — r- 

L-l   ^ 

beau  -  ti  -  ful  bow'rs,   Our  gems  shall   be  Na-ture?s  own 


=^3 


ZJBt 


beau  -  ti  -  ful  flowr's,  There  woo'd  by    the  sun-shine,  and 


3^- 


kiss'd  by    the   gale,     The  proud-est  might  en  -  vy  our 


home    in    (he    vale,   The  proud-est  might  5n  -  vy  our 


/ 


A  HOME  THAT  I  LOVE. 
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home  in    the    vale.    Oh  give    me     a  cot    in  the 


5 


£ee|ee! 


val  -  ley    I    lore.      A  tent    in    the  greenwood, 


1 


home       in       the  grove, 


care 


not  how 


:=rf: 


hum 


£ — cz£  5§f— 85- 


ble,      for      hap  -   py  'twill 


be 


If 


one  faith  -  ful  heart  will  but  share    it  with 


me, 


If 


one    faith  -  ful  heart  will  but  share  it    with  me. 

Lov'st  thou  to  listen  to  music's  sweet  voice  ? 
O  come  to  the  woods,  where  the  song  birds  rejoice ; 
Or,  would'st  thou  be  free  ?  to  the  forest  repair; 
The  stag  in  his  freedom  bounds  merrily  there. 
When  summer  is  gone  and  the  winter  chill  hours, 
Have  rifled  the  greenwood  and  blighted  the  flow'rs, 
The  iee  bound  the  brook,  and  snow  cover'd  the  dale, 
The  proudest  might  sigh  for  our  home  in  the  vale, 
The  proudest  might  sigh  for  our  home  in  the  vale. 
Then  give  me  a  cot  in  the  valley  I  love, 
A  tent  in  the  greenwood,  a  home  in  the  grove, 
I  care  not  how  humble,  for  happy  'twill  be, 
If  one  faithful  heart  will  but  share  it  with  me. 
If  one  faithful  leart  will  but  share  it  w;th  me. 


44         Wfytxt  an  t\t  ixitrtbs  of  ms  gouflj. 

Wonfo  &y  Lieut.  Col,  Addison.  Music  by  George  Barker. 
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where    are    those  cher-ish'd       ones    gone;  And 


why    have  they  dropp'd  with     the  leaf, 


Ah, 


why     have  they    left      me       to      monrn;  Their 
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voi  -   ces    still    sound   in   mine  car, 


Their 


World   is    a    wil  -  derness  drear  As    a  wide  spreading 


it  seems.  Ah  


de 


sert 


3 


where      are    the  friends    of       my  youth, 


Ah, 


where    are    the  eher-ish'd  ones  gone, 


And 


"WHERE  ARE  THE  FRIENDS  OF  MY  YOUTH.  45 


5 


3m: 


why     have  they  dropp'd  as     the  leaf, 


Ah 


 1   - 

why     have    they     left       me       to  mourn. 

2  Say,  can  I  ever  again, 

Such  ties  can  I  ever  renew, 
Or  feel  those  warm  pulses  again, 

Which  beat  for  the  dear  ones  I  knew  ? 
The  world  as  a  winter  is  cold, 

Each  charm  seems  to  vanish  away ; 
My  heart  is  now  blighted  and  old, 
It  shares  in  all  nature's  decay. 
Ah  where,  etc. 


Words  by  Mrs.  Crawford,  Music  by  F.  N.  Crouch. 

-fS— *.  


Kath-leen   Ma-vour-neen  '  the  grey  dawn  is 
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break  -  ing,      The  horn 

of  the 

hun 

-  ter 

is 
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heard 

on  the 

hill 

The 

lark 

from 

her 

31 


light     wing   the   bright      dew  is 


2? 


KatU  -  leen 


Ma  -  vour  -  neen 


what  slurn-b'ring 
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KATHLEEN  MATOURNEEN. 


£2: 
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still. 


Oh,  hast    thou  for  -  got-ten  how 
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soon      we  must  sev  -  er, 


Oh, 


hast    thou     for  - 


5 


got  -  ten      this      day      we  must  part, 


It 


1m 


may 


be  for 


years, 
=p3 


and    it    may  be 


for 


5 


£3 


ev  -  er, 


Oh 


why 


art    thou   si  -  lent,  thou 


A 
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voice 


of 


my  heart, 


It 


may 


be 


lor 


3 


years,  and 


it 


may  be       for       ev  -  er, 


Then 


i 


why      art    thou  si  •  lent,  Kath-leen  Ma-vour-neen, 

2  Kathleen  Mavourneen  !  awake  from  thy  slumbers, 
The  blue  mountains  glow  in  the  sun's  golden  light, 
Ah !  where  is  the  spell  that  once  hung  on  my  numbers, 
j  |:   Arise  in  thy  beauty  thou  star  of  my  night.  :|  | 
Mavourneen,  Mavourneen,  my  sad  tears  are  falling, 
To  think  that  from  Erin  and  thee  I  must  part, 
It  may  be  for  years,  etc. 


i 
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Balfe, 
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The  heart,  bow'd  down  by    weight  of    woe,  To 


s 
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weak-est    hopes   will      cling ;  To  thought  and  im  -  pulse 


55 


while  they  flow,    That    can  no 


com  - 

/TV 


-  -  fort 


bring  That  can,  that  can    no    com  -  -  .  fort  bring — With 


1 


those     ex  -    ci  -  ting      scenes  will    blend,  O'er 
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plea-  sure's  path  -  way  thrown,  But  mem'-ry     is  the 


on  -  ly  friend,  That  grief  can    call       its    own ; — That 


grief  can  call   its   own,..     That  grief  can  call   its  own, 

2  The  mind,  will,  in  its  worst  despair, 
Still  ponder  o'er  the  past ; 
On  moments  of  delight,  that  were 

Too  beautiful  to  last, 
That  were  too  beautiful,  too  beautiful  to  last 

To  long  departed  years  extend, 
Its  visions  with  them,  own. 
For  memory,  etc. 


48  Htcfl  no  JSa&tu  marrj)  mt. 

Wonk  fcy  C.  P.  Shiras.  Music  by  F.  Kleber. 


Drop  -  ping  off    on    ev  -  ery  side,     Ah  ! 


y — r 


long  I've  tar  -  ried,  Seek- ing,  sigh- ing    for     a  bride, 


e  r  g 


1 


Seek  -  ing,  sigh  -  ing  for 

J  J*  1  h 


bride. 


Here  I     am,    ye  ten  -  der  dam-sels,  Young  and  handsome 


i  r  i 


as     you  see, 


Will  no  maid  -en     mar  -  ry  ? 


•~         »      H      1-  1 
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mar  -  ry  ! 


Will    no     maid-en    mar  -  ry  me? 


Will     no      maid  -  en       mar  -  ry      m€  ? 

2  I  could  get  a  weeping  widow, 

Almost  any  day,  of  course, 
Or  a  lady  render'd  single, 
|  J:   By  a,  by  a  late  divorce.  :}  | 
But  I  want  a  tender  rose-bud 
Innocent,  and  full  of  glee : 
Will  no  maiden,  etc. 

3  Oh  !  in  pity  do'nt  deny  me, 

Let  me  end  this  weary  life, 
I  would  swim  the  wide  Atlantic 
1 1:  Could  I  thereby  gain  a  wife,  i  | 
I'm  in  earnest,  I  am  pleading, 

Here  upon  my  bended  knee,  Will  no.  eta 


WILL  NO  MAIDEN  MARRf  ME. 


19 


4  All  is  over !  I  am  married  ! 
What  a  hasty  fool  am  I, 
Where's  the  end  of  all  creation, 
f  | :  Let,  oh  !  let  me  thither  fly, :  1 1 
Help,  oh  !  help  me,  cunning  lawyer, 
Loose  my  bonds  and  set  me  free, 

I  will  be  your  debtor  forever, 
If  you  will  unmarry  me ! 

I  >^C£^C=~<  


plafte  me  no  (Kau&g  Cfcaplet. 


Donizetti. 


Make  me  no  gaudy  chaplet,  "Weave  it  in  sim-ple  flowers, 
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Seek  them  in  low-Iy   valleys,  Af-ter  the  gen-tie   show  ers  ; 


«3 


Bring  me  no  dark  red   ro-ses,   Gay  in  the  sunshine  glowing, 
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Bring  me  the  pale  moss  rose-bud,  Beneath  the  fresh  leaves  growing. 
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Bring  not  the  proud  ey'd  blossom,  Darling  of  Eastern  daughters, 


Bring  me  the  snowy    li  -  ly,   Floating  on  silent  wa  -  ters  : 
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Gems  of  the  low  -  ly  val-ley,  Buds  which  the  leaves  are  shading, 
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Li-lies  of  peaceful  wa-ters,  Emhlems  be  mfne  un-fading, 
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Li-lins  of  peaceful  waters,    Emblens  be  mhr.e,  be  mine* 


5e 


I'm  not  $l%%tll  at  all. 


Samutl  Lover 
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Oh !  I'm    not    my  -  self   at     all,    Mol  -  ly 
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dear,  Mol-  ly  dear, 

I'm 

— J    d — 
not  my -self  s 
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it    all.  1 
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car-  ing,  nothing  knowing, 


'Tis  af-ter  you  I'm  go-  ing, 


Faith  your  sha  -  dow  'tis    I'm  grow  ing,  Mol  -  ly 
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dear,  Mol  -  ly    dear,  And  I'm    not  my  -  self   at  all. 

"N      IS      N  IS 


S      IS  IS 


Th'other     day  I     went  con  -  fess  -  in',  And  I 
^     w    .  ^  s  zz 


ask'd  the  fa  -ther's  felessin"  But  says  I,  "  dont  give  me  one  en 


s — s 


s  * 


tire  -  ly,  For  I  fret  -  ted  so  last  year,  But  the 
N>    h    |S  ift 


half  o'  me  is  here,  So  give  the  oth-er   half  to  Mol-ly 


i'm  nct  myself  at  all.       „  51 
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Bri  -  er  -  ly ;    Oh !    I'm    not    my  -  self    at  all." 


2  Oh  !  I'm  not  myself  at  all  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

My  appetite's  so  small, 
I  once  could  pick  a  goose,  but  my  buttons  is  no  use, 
Faith  my  tightest  coat  is  loose,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

And  I'm  not  myself  at  all. 
If  thus  it  is  I  waste,  you'd  better  dear  make  haste, 
Before  your  lover's  gone  away  entirely 

If  you  don't  soon  change  your  mind, 

Not  a  bit  o'  me  you'll  find, 
And  what  'ud  you  think  o'  that,  Molly  Brierly  ? 

Oh, 'I'm  not  myself  at  all. 

3  Oh  !  my  shadow  on  the  wall,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

Is'nt  like  myself  at  all. 
For  I've  got  so  very  thin,  myself  says  'tis'nt  him, 
But  that  purty  girl  so  slim,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

And  I'm  not  myself  at  all. 
If  thus  I  smaller  grow,  all  fretting  dear  for  you, 
Tis  you  should  make  me  up  the  deficiency, 

So  just  let  Father  Taaf 

Make  you  my  better  half, 
And  you  will  not  the  worse  for  the  addition  be ; 

Oh !  I'm  not  myself  at  all. 

4  I'll  be  not  myself  at  all,  Molly  dear,  Molly  dear, 

'Till  you  my  own  I  call, 
Since  a  change  o'er  me  there  came,  sure  you  might 

change  your  name, 
And  'twould  just  come  to  the  same,  Molly  dear,  Molly 

dear, 

Oh  !  'twould  just  come  to  the  same  ; 
For  if  you  and  I  were  one,  all  confusion  would  be  gone, 
And  'twould  simplify  the  mather  entirely 

And  'twould  save  us  so.much  bother, 

When  we'd  both  be  one  another, 
So  listen  now  to  rayson  Molly  Brierly  ^ 

Oh  !  I'm  not  myself  at  all. 


52  Jfitxtt  jFIanus  an  SajjCttfl. 

Words  by  Charles  Jefferys.  Music  by  Yerdi. 
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to 


Loud   cla  -  mor  filla   the  air,  Mad 

- 
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crowds  rush  for  -  -  -  -   ward,   Ea  -   -       -   ger  for 

fr 


iSS-3 


hor  -   -  rors    there.     Hark ! . .      to      their  wild 


shouts,       List . 


to      that     pier  -cing  cry; 


Poor..      friend- less     Gip   -  sey.    Must..      she  thus 


1  r  c  Ir'au 

die 


Flames    close  a  -  round 


her, 

He 


While   fiercely  they   rise,     Writhing  with 


tor  -  ture   her  loud  shrieks,  her  loud  shrieks,  her  shrieki 


i  r  i  r 


reach  the   skies  I 


FIERCE  FLAMES  ABE  RACING. 
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2  There  roars  the  burning  pyre, 
There  stands  the  doomed  one, 
Demons  exulting,  laugh  at  each  deep  groaa, 
Howling  like  wild  beasts ; 
Yet  in  her  agony, 
From  hill  side  to  hill  side 
Echoes  her  death  cry. 
Flames  close  around  her,  etc. 


Words  by  Alfred  Bunn. 


Music  by  Balfe. 


w 


The    light  of 


ther    days  is 


h  h  -i  is 


fad  -  ed     asad     all     their  glo  -  ries  past, 


S  N 
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For 
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grief     with    hea  -  vy     wing  hath    iha   -   ded  The 


I 


hopes     too      bright  to 


last, 


The 


*  ?  g 


world   which  saaorn-ing's  man -tie       cloud  -  ed,  Shines 


forth 


with  pur 


er 


rays, 


But  the 


3 


m 


heart     ne'er  feels  in     sor  -  row      shroud  -  ed 


lighi  of 


oth   *  er 


days, 


The 


But  the 
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THE  LIGHT  OP  OTHER  DAYS. 


heart  ne'er  feels  in     sor  -  row    shrou  - 


ded,  The 


3 


light. 


of  oth 


ther, 


days. 


2  The  leaf  which  autumn's  tempests  wither, 

The  birds  which  then  take  wing, 
When  winter's  winds  are  past,  come  hither 

To  welcome  back  the  spring ; 
The  very  ivy  on  the  ruin 

In  gloom  full  life  displays  ; 
But  the  heart  alone  sees  no  renewing, 

The  light  of  other  days. 


Words  by  Jefferys. 
4tt. — 


Music  by  C.  W.  Glover. 


You're    look  -  ing  as 


fresh      as  the 


morn,   dar-Iing,  You're  look-ing    as      bright     as  the 


• 
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day; 


But   while      on   your  charms  I'm       di  - 
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la  -  ting, 


You're  steal  -  ing    my  poor  heart 


3* 


way 


But      keep       it     and   wel  -  come;  ma- 
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vour-neen,  Its 
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loss      I'm     not      go  -  ing  to 
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mourn ;  Yet 
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one     heart's   e-  nough    for  a 
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bo  -  dy,       So     pray     give  me  yours      in      re  - 
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turn,     Ma  -  vour-neen,  ma-\ 

our  -  neen, 
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pray    give      me    .  yours    in      re  -  turn. 

2  I've  built  me  a  neat  little  cot,  darling, 

I  ve  pigs  and  potatoes  in  store  ; 
I've  twenty  good  pounds  in  the  bank,  love, 

And  may  be,  a  pound  or  two  more. 
I'ts  all  very  well  to  have  riches, 

But  I*m  such  a  covetous  elf, 
I  can't  help  still  sighing  for  something, 

And,  darling,  that  something's  yoursel£ 
Mavourneen,  mavourneen, 
And  that  something  you  know,  is  yourself. 

0  You're  smiling,  and  that's  a  good  sign,  darling, 

Say  "  yes,"  and  you'll  never  repent, 
Or.  if  you  would  rather  be  silent, 

Your  silence  I'll  take  for  consent. 
That  good  natured  dimple's  a  tell  tale, 

Now  all  that  I  have  is  your  own, 
This  week  you  may  be  Kitty  Tyrrell, 

Next  week  you'll  be  Mistress  Malono, 
Mavourneen,  mavourneen, 

You'll  be  my  own  Mistress  Malone. 
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til  sou  lobe  nu  tfyxt  as  Nofo. 


You  have  told  me  that  you  love  me,  And  your 


■  4— 
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 1  
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 2*  . 

heart's  thoughts  seem      to  speak, 


As 


you 


p  

t— 1  si.  ^  .  ^— J 

look 


on 


me 


so 


fond  -  ly, 
=1* 


And  the 


life  blood,  and   the  life  blood  tints  your  cheek.  May  I 


I — S— 


trust 


that  these     warm       feel  -  ings       Ne  -  ver 


will 


22 


grow     cold     and  strange, 


And  that 


4= W- 


you'll    re  -   main      un  -  -  al  -  tered,        In  this 


4 


1^ 


wea  -  ry  world,  this  wea  -  ry  world  of  change.  When  the 


— — 

*2§z — M 

lhades  of 


care 


or 


sor  -  row 


Dim  mine 
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eyes 


and  cloud 


my 


brow, 


And  my 


WILL  YOU  LOVE  ME  THEN  AS  NOW. 
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/7\ 
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EE 


spir  -  it        sinks  with 


in 


me      Will  you 


p — m  — f    p.  ^ 

1  "  L<^ 

love  me,   will   you     love  me      then    as  now? 

2  Though  our  youth  may  pass  unclouded, 

In  a  peaceful,  happy  home, 
Yet,  as  year  on  year  advances, 

Changes  must,  changes  must  upon  us  come  : 
For  the  step  will  lose  its  lightness, 

And  the  hair  be  changed  to  gray, 
Eyes  once  bright  give  up  their  brightness, 

And  the  hopes  of  youth,  the  hopes  of  youth  decay 
When  all  these  have  passed  upon  me, 

And  stern  age  has  touch'd  my  brow, 
Will  the  change  find  you  unchanging, 

Will  you  love  me,  etc. 


&nnu  o'  X\t  Bank*  o' 

Words  by  Mrs.  Crawford,  Music  by  Stephen  Glover  . 
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It   may   not  be, 


it 


can  -  not  be,  That 




!  p,  J-a 



— ^q-a — i  1 

s  - 

 ^ 

m 

such 


a 


gem 


was 


made      for     me ; 


But 


1 


f 


oh !      gin  it 


had 


been      my  lot, 


pal  -  »cf, 


not 


high    land   cot,  That 
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ANNIE  O*  THE  BANKS  o'  DEE. 


bon 


lus 


ny  sim 


pie        gem        had  thrown,  Bright 


tre  round 


jew  -  el'd 


crown ;  For 
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Oh! 


the   sweet  -  est 


las3 


to 


me, 


Is 


An  -  nie, 


An  -  nie 


the   banks  o' 


Dee, 


|                 _js   S  J 

— 2~£ 

— *i— ■ — 

An  -  nie 


o'      the   banks  o' 


Dee, .... 


=15=:  N  fe— j  


An  -  nie 


the   banks  o' 


Dee, 


3t: 


For 


oh! 


the  sweet  -  est 


lass 


to 


me 


s 


Is 


An  -  nie 


the  banks 


Dee. 


2  I  love  her  for  her  artless  truth, 
I  love  her  wi'  the  heart  o'  youth, 
When  a'  the  golden  dreams  o'  love, 
Bring  winged  angels  from  above ; 
A  stolen  glance  from  Annie,  snares 
My  heart  away  from  all  its  cares  ; 
For  oh  !  the  sweetest  lass  to  me,  etc. 
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Words  and  Music  by  S.  C.  Foster. 


Round    de  mead  -  ows  am     a    ring  -  ing,  De 


dar-key's  mourn-ful  song,      While  de  mock-ing  bird  am 


:=^i—  *  — i  ; 
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sing 


ing,   Hap  -  py    as     de     day      am  long. 


Where  de 


vy  am 


creep  -  ing, 
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O'er   de   gras  -  sy  mound.      Dare  old  mas  -  sa     am  a 
--ft.      [s  — —   ;- 
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•laep  -  ing,  Sleep  -  ing    in     de   cold,  cold  ground 

2  When  de  autumn  leaves  were  falling, 

When  de  days  were  cold, 
'Twas  hard  to  hear  old  massa  calling, 

Cayse  he  was  so  weak  and  old. 
Now  de  orange  trees  am  blooming, 

On  de  sandy  shore. 
Now  de  summer  days  am  coming 

Massa  nebber  calls  no  more. 


3  Massa  made  de  darkies  love  him, 

Cay^e  he  was  so  kind, 
Nowdey  sadly  weep  above  him, 

Mourning  cayse  he  leaves  dem  behind. 
I  cannot  work  before  to-morrow, 

Cayse  the  tear  drop  flow, 
I  try  to  drive  away  my  sorrow, 

Pickin  on  de  old  banjo.  "horus,  over. 


60  massa's  in  db  cold  ground- 

Chorus. 
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Down  in  de 

corn  -  field,  I 
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tear  dat  mourn-ful  1 

sound ; 
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All 


de    dar  -  keys    am  a 


weep 
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We      miss    thee    at  home,    yes,  we 


I 


miss  thee.    Since  the  hour 


we    bade  thee  a- 


YES,  WE  MISS  THEE. 
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dieu, 


And  pray'rs  have     en  -  cir  -  cled  thy 

— i — :  ^- 


path  -  way.      From  anx  -  ions  hearts,  lor  -   ing  and 


-b*  1 


true —    That  the      Sa  -  vior  would  guide   and  pro 


I 


tect  thee,        As      far  from     the   loved  ones  you 


roam, 


And      whis  -  per  when  e'er    thou  wert 


S7\ 


4V 


saddened,    They  miss  thee,    all  miss  thee   at  home 


o 


When  morning  awakes  us  from  slumber, 

We  catch  from  the  lips  the  first  kiss, 
And  fold  in  a  wandering  zephyr, 

To  be  wafted  to  him  whom  we  miss, 
And  when  we  have  joined  the  "  home  circlej'' 

And  replaced  the  still  vacant  chair, 
In  each  eye  'rose  the  gathering  tear  drop, 
For  him  we  were  wont  to  see  there. 

3  The  shadows  of  evening  are  falling— 

O  where  is  the  wanderer  now  ? 
The  breeze  that  floats  lightly  around  me, 

Perchance  may  soon  visit  his  brow ; 
O  bear  on  thy  bosom  a  message, 

We  are  watching,  oh,  why  wilt  thou  roam  s  s 
The  heart  has  grown  sad  and  dejected, 

For  we  miss  thee— all  miss  thee  at  homo. 
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"When  eve  -  ning  brings  the  twi  -  light  hour,  I 
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pass    a  lone  -  ly    spot,      Where  oft      she  comes  to 
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cull   the  flow'r  We    call  **  For  -  get    me  not,s 


She 


ney     er    whis   •  pers 


go,       nor  stay, 


She 


ney  -  er  whis  -  pers,  go,      nor       stay ; 


We 
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met     by  chance, —  the       u    -   sual  way, 


We 
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met 


by  chance  the 


u  -  sual      way, — 


We 


met 


by    chance,    we       met       by  chance.  We 
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met       by     chance  the 


u    -    sual  way. 


2  Once,  how,  I  cannot  well  divine, 
I/nlflss  by  chance  we  kiss'd, 


WE  MET  BY  CHANCE 
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I  found  her  lips  were  close  to  mine 
So  I  could  not  resist ; 
F  As  neither  whisper'd  yea  nor  nay,  s| 
|  j:  They  met  by  chance,  the  usual  wayt  ^  i 

3  The  roses,  when  the  zephyrs  woo, 
Impart  what  they  receive. 
They  sigh  and  sip  the  balmy  dew, 
But  never  whisper  give, 
1 1:  Our  love  is  mutual,  this  we  know,  ^1 
\  |:  Though  neither  tells  the  other  bo.  q  | 

 *-OSt>-<  
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Words  and  Music  by  S.  C.  Foster. 
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Down  on    de  Mis  -  sis  -  sip  -  pi  float-ing, 
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long    time    I      trab  -  ble    on        de  way, 
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^11      night     de     cot    ton  -  wood   a       to  -  ting, 


All 

night 

de 

cot 

ton  - 

wood 

a 

to   -  ting, 
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sing 

for 

my 

true 

-  lub 

all 

de 

way. 

2  Now  I'm  unhappy  and  I'm  weeping, 

Can't  tote  de  cotton  wood  no  more : 
Last  night,  while  Nelly  was  a  sleeping, 
Death  came  a  knocking  at  de  door. 

3  When  I  saw  my  Nelly  in  de  morning, 

Smile  till  she  opened  up  her  eyes, 


NELLY  WAS  A  LADY. 


Seem'd  like  delight  of  day  a  dawning, 
Jist  'fore  de  sun  begin  to  rise. 

4  Close  by  do  margin  of  de  water, 

Whar  de  lone  weeping  willow  grows, 
Dar  lib'd  Virginny's  lubly  daughter, 
Dar  she  in  death  may  find  repose. 

5  Down  in  de  meadow  'mong  de  clober, 

Walk  wid  my  Nelly  by  my  side, 
Now  all  dem  happy  days  am  ober, 
Farewell  my  dark  Virginny  bride. 

Chorus. 
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Last  night  she  died, 
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Toll  de  bell  for  lub -ly  Nell,  My  dark  Vir-gin  -  ny  bride. 


ToU  de  bell  for  lub    ly  Nell,  My  dark  Vir  •  gin-ny  bride. 
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Jtouget  De  Lisle. 


Ye  sons 


France    a  -  wake  to 


p  

r  *  
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ry,  Hark !  hark  !  what  my  -  riads      bid  you 
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rise  !      Your  chil  -  dren,     wives,    and  grand  -  sires 


hoa  -  ry : 


Be  -  hold    their  tears   and   hear  their 


i 


5& 


cries, 


Be  -  hold  their  tears 


and   hear  their 


-3- 


cries  '     Shall  hate  -  ful 
—  N.— 


1  1  

ty  -   rants    mis  -  chief 


s 


breed  -  ing,  With  hire  -  ling  hosts     a  ruf 


fian 


pee 


band, 


Af  -  fright    and   de  -   so  -  late 


the 


— — 
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land, 


While    peace  and    li  -  ber  -  ty 


lie 


 1  1- 

r   *  ■■■j  r-- 

• 

[i — 

*_J5  *  •  ^ 

W-  ^  ^  « — 

Li  1 

bleed-ing !      To     arms,       to   arms     ye  braves !  Th'a- 


ven< 


ing  sword     un-sheath !   March     ont  inarch 
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THE  MARSEILLES  HYMN. 
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on, 

all 

hearts  re 

-  solved  On 
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vie   ?  -  -  to  -  ry 

Chorus. 


or 


death ! 


To      arms,       to     arms,     ye   braves !     Th'a  - 


1 


To      arms,       to     arms,     ye   braves!  Th'a 
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ing  sword  un-sheath !  March  on, 


march 


22: 


veng  -   ing  sword  un-sheath  ! 
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2  Now,  now  the  dangerous  storm  is  rolling, 

Which  treacherous  kings  confederate  raise  , 
The  dogs  of  war,  let  loose,  are  howling, 

And  lo  !  our  walls  and  cities  blaze  ! 
And  shall  we  basely  view  the  ruin, 

While  lawless  force,  with  guilty  stride, 

Spreads  desolation  far  and  wide, 
With  crimes  and  blood  his  hands  embruing  ? 
To  arms,  etc. 

3  With  luxury  and  pride  surrounded, 

The  vile,  insatiate  despots  dare, 
Their  thirst  of  gold  and  power  unbounded, 

To  mete  and  vend  the  light  and  air. 
Like  beasts  of  burden,  would  they  load  us — 

Like  gods,  would  bid  their  slaves  adore — 

But  man  is  man — and  who  is  more  ? 
Then  shall  they  longer  lash  and  goad  us  ? 
To  arms,  etc. 

4  Oh  !  liberty !  can  man  resign  thee, 

Once  having  felt  thy  generous  flame? 
Can  dungeons,  bolts  and  bars  confine  thee  I 

Or  whips  thy  poble  spirit  tame  ? 
Too  long  the  world  has  wept,  bewailing 

That  ialsehood's  dagger  tyrants  wield : 

But  freedom  is  our  sword  and  shield, 
And  all  tbeir  arts  are  unavailing. 
To  arms,  etc. 
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bring  -  ing,  There's  a  plea  -  sure  in  store    for  us 
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spring  -  ing,   Tho'   our  joys  like  the  waves  in  the 
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joy    plea  -  sure's  gifts  while   we  may. 


2  In  the  world,  we  some  beings  discover, 
Far  too  frigid  for  friend  or  for  lover, 
Souls  unblest  and  forever  repining, 
Though  good  fortune  around  them  be  shining, 
It  were  well  if  such  hearts  we  could  banish, 
To  some  planet  far  distant  from  ours, 
They're  the  dark  spots  we  trace,  on  this  earth's  favor'd 
space. 

They  are  weeds  that  choke  up  the  fair  tiowers, 
Then,  'tis  better,  etc. 
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why   did   she    flat  -  ter    my      boy  -  ish  pride,  She's 
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She  took  me  away  from  my  warlike  lord, 

And  gave  me  a  silken  suit, 
I  thought  no  more  of  my  master's  sword, 

When  I  play'd  on  my  master's  lute  ; 
She  seemed  to  think  me  a  boy  above 

Her  pages  of  low  degree, 
Oh  !  had  I  but  lov'd  with  a  boyish  love, 

It  would  have  been  better  for  me,  etc. 

Then  111  hide  in  my  breast  ev'ry  selfish  care, 

I'll  flush  my  pale  cheek  with  wine, 
When  smiles  awake  the  bridal  pair, 

I'll  hasten  to  give  them  mine. 
I'll  laugh  and  I'll  sing  tho'my  heart  may  bleeil 

And  I'll  walk  in  the  festive  train, 
And  if  I  survive  it  I'll  mount  my  steed, 

And  I'll  off  to  the  wars  again. 

But  one  golden  tress  of  her  hair  I'll  twine, 

In  my  helmet's  sable  plume, 
And  then  on  the  field  of  Palestine, 

I'll  seek  for  an  early  doom  ; 
And  if  by  the  Saracen's  hand  I  fall, 

'Mid  the  noble  and  the  brave, 
A  tear  from  my  lady  love  is  all 

I  ask  for  the  warrior's  grave. 
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Where  are   now   the  hopes  I  cherish'd,  Where  the 
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ult  -  ing      On   the      ru   -  in      thou  hast  made, 

2  Canst  thou  think  as  thou  dost  listen 

To  thy  children's  artless  songs, 
Of  that  moment  when  their  fond  hearts 

First  shall  feel  their  mother's  wrongs  t 
Ha !  thou  shrinkest  like  the  lightning 

To  thy  bosom  fell  remorse  shall  dart, 
And  thou  yet  shall  know  the  anguish 

Which  hath  broken  my  poor  heart,  eta 
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Oh,   I  have  roam'd  in   ma  -  ny  lands,  And 
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ma  -  ny  friends  I've  met ;  Not  one   fair  scene  or  kind-ly 
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wish     to   roam  ;     Oh,  steer    my  bark   to      E  -  rin's 
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Isle,      For   E  -  rin  is   my  home, Oh,  steer  my  bark  to 


E  -  rin's       Isle,      For    E  -  rin     is    my  home. 


2  If  England  were  my  place  of  birth, 

I'd  love  her  tranquil  shore ; 
If  bonny  Scotland  were  my  homo, 

Her  mountains  I'd  adore : 
Tho'  pleasant  days  in  both  I  pasa, 

I  dream  of  days  to  come  ; 
Oh,  steer  my  bark  to  Erin's  Isle, 

For  Erin  is  my  home,  etc 
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